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Rafael  Alberti 


Homage  to  Rafael  Alberti 

The  pleasure  of  poets'  tongues  is  a  crazy  candy. 

The  sweets  of  God 

Tinkle  in  abstract  vain  vessels,  handy 

Bric-a-brac  of  decor,  brittle  gadgets,  cold. 

Poets  taste  the  Tragic,  Rebellious,  Pathetic,  Brave; 

Theirs  is  the  katharsis  of  words  controlled : 

Their  table  is  Poetry's  grave,  with  its  cute  memorial  stone 

1  Poetry  '  -f-  Juan  Ramon. 

Rafael,  in  your  Cadiz,  white  against  blue  quadrate, 

In  your  District  of  Angels,  Cadiz, 

If  there  is  cadence  of  wind  or  sun,  bells 

Toll  it,  record  it;  and  you 

Translate  the  liquid  characters  as  they  run. 

The  shudder  of  rain  on  the  roofs  is  rain  only, 

Rain,  rain  only;  but  within  the  rain  your  Angels  — 

Informing  rain  and  roofs  and  the  stippled  entries, 

The  wine-shop  cats  crouched  in  the  sweet  dust  of  wine, 

Shell,  wire,  langosta,  razorblade,  musty  files  — 

Move  hugely,  quiet;  and  your  stricken  eyes 

Mark  the  santoral-sinew  pulsing  there, 

Throbbing, 

Angel-rain,  Angel-world,  meaning-of-Angels, 
Ladder  of  Cadiz,  hallow-of-Angels-latent, 
The  delicate  armies,  inward  fire  white, 
Alleluyas  of  glass  and  bell,  for  ever  bright. 


Ahasuerus 


The  night  ivas  even  now:  but  that 
name  is  lost. 

—  Francis  Bacon 


Who  are  you': 


—  listen :  his  name  is 
dust  flung  along  dead  wind,  a  word 
gritted  out  of  sense,  on  the  first  faint  air 
of  morning  sliding  in  from  sterile  fields, 
dank  grey  from  tomb-lands,  ghost-groping 
at  lock  and  sagging  hinge 

—  listen :  I  tell 
you  Poet  after  him,  and  you 
unknowing  Poet  he  loved :  his  gusty  spell 
wove  above  you  sleeping,  girl  and  man;  his  breath 
stirred  in  your  hair,  his  fingers 
pressed  your  eyes,  underneath 
the  lids,  —  the  smoky  wraiths 
linger  yet  on  your  brains  —  ;  a  seeping 
influence  charmed  you  to  trouble,  uneasy 
while  you  lay  sleeping,  while 
you  lay  sleeping. 

Who  are  you? 

—  quietness,  oh 
quietness.  —  This  was  his  house,  here 
he  yawned  out  a  year 
and  another  year  and  yet 
another  year.  He  was  warm,  he  drowsed 
secure  at  his  own  hearth, 
snug  under  joist  and  harbouring  beam, 
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He  lived  here 

—  oh  be  silent  — 

and  one  night 
suddenly  the  door  yell'd  wide, 
the  long  flame  bent  double,  screamed  out  side  wise, 
the  hearth  flared  black 

,  and  there  was  night:  laughter  also,  and  death 
behind  hurt  eyes,  eyes  twisting  queerly 
side  wise,  gleaming  blank 

Who  are  you? 

—  hear  him,  hear  him : 

I,  Ahasuerus  of  your  mind 

Wanderer  always,  now  swaggering  brash 

The  gallant  broadways  of  your  acknowledged  thought, 

Hesitant  now,  unsure,  groping  unlit  corridors 

Catacombed  under  thought :  air  and  dust  along 

Dead  nocturnal  winds, 

Ahasuerus 

Unrecognized,  unrecognizable 

Ahasuerus 

Tenant  of  you,  girl,  dark  daemon  of  your  body, 

Ahasuerus 

No  kindlier  for  your  body,  forbidden  Syon,  — 

What  are  all  the  brave  streets  of  the  world,  all 

Common  delights,  all  golden  canorous  joys? 

There  is  only  wind 

Waterless,  there  is  dry 

Air.  The  desert  is  an  eye 

Unshut  unveilable.' 

(but 

the  rain  is  white  against  the  hill 

the  rain  is  white  in  my  heart,  the  small  rain 
falling  falling.   .   . ) 
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—  What  are  you? 

1  Dull.  Dull.  Dull. 

1  Heart's  aching  watch. 

4  Ahasuerus.  And  laughter. 

*  Memorial  of  oblivion  hereafter. 

1  Denial  stands  with  wings  of  lead. 

1  Golgotha  Road  your  lips 
1  Golgotha  Road  your  eyes 
1  Golgotha  Road  in  me,  in  you,  for  ever  ' 

But  you?     But  you? 

Regret  is  in  the  stars:  let  them  beat  unheard 

below  infinite  horizons.  Silently  wheeling 

the  moon  steals  up  the  sky, 

glides  over  tree  and  steeple  to  the  hills, 

falls,  and  is  dark.  Sleep  now:  I  would  have  it  so 

always,  night  for  ever  dreamless,  darkened 

sleep  for  ever 

1  never. 

*  —but 
Ah  the  backward  turning !  the  gaze 
Tense  at  nothing,  straining  behind  me,  above  me,  for 
Nothing,  nothing;  and 
Ah  from  all  the  days 

Gone,  from  all  the  years  to  come,  your  voice 
Instant,  deathless,  singing  laughter  into  me, 
Stringwise  singing  into  me 

—  bone  upon  bone  clacking  behind  eyes  gone  white  — 

—  rale  of  inexpiable  laughter  — 

—  dry  clogging  after  death  — 

I  hjiow  you  I  kyiow  you  —  ! 
'  Blank  dust  along  the  usual  air.' 
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Priam 


ov  ve/xeais  Tptoas  Kai  evuvquihas  'Axctov^ 

Toifjd'  afMpl  yvvcuid  iroKvv  xpovov  ixkyza  T&o,xeLV' 

ali>cos  bBa.va.TXi<n  defjs  els  &ira  tomev 

I  was  not  blind, 

You  must  not  ever  think  that  I  was  blind 

To  all  she  brought.  I  saw  the  darkened  houses, 

The  hearthlamps  touched  with  silence, 

I  saw  the  shadows  lengthening  in  the  streets.  I  saw 

Dust  on  the  threshold,  and  I  heard  the  wind 

Wail  first  at  my  own  door.  But  I  was  not  unkind, 

But  I  was  not  wholly  careless  of  you :  years  — 

So  many  years,  so  many  years, 

Measured  by  tombs  with  the  downward  thrust  of  spears  — 

Building  bright  ruinous  music  in  my  heart, 

Startled  the  memory  of  a  long  hushed  song 

Within  me  till  my  soul  sprang  up 

And  cried  aloud  for  joy  that  I  was  young. 

I  do  not  think  that  I  shall  remember 

Anything  more  of  her  than  this. 

The  stars  marched  down  with  lightning  to  the  sea 

And  all  my  lances  gathered  in  the  night. 

Three  angular  horns :  I  have  heard  them  sound  the  fall 

Of  venerable  kings. 

Three  tapers  wavering :  and  the  distant 

Cry  of  my  name  threefold  on  a  dark  shore. 

The  fatal  oak  with  riddling  answers 

Foresang  our  end :  I  marked  the  words  aright 

And  little  recked, 

Knowing  that  she  was  fairer  than  very  death. 

Briefly  erect 

I  feared  not  any  exhalation  of  the  tree, 
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I  feared  nor  poisonous  influence  nor  sliding 
Darkness  at  the  lintel  of  my  eyes. 

I  can  not  wrench  the  garland  from  my  head. 

Fair  maggot  of  a  little  space, 

Have  I  not  flung  these  ten  years  in  the  face 

Of  God,  and  mocked  the  serious  constellations? 

And  was  it  not  worth  all?  These  were  not  real, 
This  only  was  real,  real  beyond  all  surmise 
Of  Why  and  How :  her  questioning  thighs 
Enfolding  their  own  response,  her  body's  wan 
Agony  charged  with  a  proud  oblivion, 
The  acid  nectar  of  her  final  kiss  — 
Can  I  forget  all  this, 

Remembering  that  she  spun  the  common  shroud 
Of  all  that  loved  me;  that  she  never  loved  me, 
Save  in  my  own  son  surely  she  never  loved  me; 
And  that  my  love  was  a  vicarious  breath 
She  could  not  ever  comprehend? 

Here  were  the  great  looms  of  the  Spring,  and  here 
Silence  flashed  among  the  stars  and  wove 
Wonderfully  for  us. 

Will  you  not  understand 
That  I,  too,  in  my  citadel  above 
High  Troy,  wept  for  each  long  year? 
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And  You  Have  Shared  O  Lovers 

And  you  have  shared  O  lovers  the  despair 
that  moves  your  desperate  mouths'  uncertainty 
to  mirror-murmuring  Holy  is  the  hair 
while  dreams  run  on  the  night  like  birds  that  cry 

and  you  have  learned  the  wisdom  to  allow 
no  less  of  love  than  love  was  when  love  was 
nor  more  of  time  than  is  of  past  time  now 
nor  other  faith  than  the  rous'd  body  has 

and  you  have  thought  Qoodbye  and  you  have  thought 
also  of  that  anonymous  last  bed 
where  love's  extinguish'd  in  a  sleep  that's  bought 
too  dear  for  trembling  flesh  and  crazy  head 

Yet  you  have  said  I  love  I  love 

and  broken 
your  lips  upon  the  words  your  lips  have  spoken 
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The  Liturgy  of  Small  Susan 

And  seyde,  O  dcere  child,  I  halsc  thee, 
In  vertu  of  the  Hooly  Trinitee, 
Tell  me  what  is  thy  cause  for  to  synge, 
Sith  that  thy  throte  is  kjxt,  to  my  semynge? 

Small  Susan,  clutching  at  AzraeTs  lapel  — 

She  died  rapidly.  We  felt 

Sorry  in  unison.  The  gent  with  the  beard 

Precisely  dropped  a  lovely  tear; 

Mother  crossed  herself,  and  Pa 

Staggered  down  the  stairs  to  crank  the  car. 

y     It  was  very  affecting. 

^     We  were  moved,  all  of  us. 

Death  like  a  darling  mannered  cat 
Sedately  pounced  on  Susan's  back. 
Death  is  cleanlier  at  sea : 
Susan's  hue  is  sub-marine. 
Death  is  handsomer  in  books : 
How  natural  Small  Susan  looks! 

jtf     Will  you  take  lemon  or  an  onion. 
^     Profoundly. 

Who  shall  weave  her  seamless  shroud? 

Who  depart  the  crape  around? 

Who  shall  knoll  a  careful  knell? 

Who  shall  delve  her  house?  who  shall 

Pale  her  down  lest  the  vampire  come? 

'  Done,'  quoth  the  beard;  and  it  was  done. 

^     Some  of  them  are  my  very  best  friends. 
Jfy     Did  you  have  an  easy  decease? 
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Who'll  troll  a  stave  for  her  epicede? 
Who'll  versify  Small  Susan's  threne? 
Who'll  thole  her  tholing?  who'll  compound 
Her  meed  in  strophic  trentals  loud? 
Who'll  cheat  the  lyre  of  a  deathsong? 
1  Sung,'  quoth  the  beard;  and  it  was  sung. 

y     I  sometimes  think  it's  best  we  don't  know. 
ty     Did  you  speak? 

1  Small  Susan  died  last  night.  O  loss 
1  Irreparable  at  any  cost ! 
1  Smiling  she  died,  and,  dead,  she  smiles 
'  In  diminishing  fragments.  Crisply  filed 
1  Away  with  worms,  her  corruptible  clay 

*  Enriches  our  lawns  till  the  Judgment  Day.' 

y     We  all  come  to  it,  sooner  or  later. 

1^     She  stains  the  time  past,  lights  the  time  to  come. 

1  What  songs  the  Syrens  sang,  What  name 

*  Achilles  bore,  What  fretted  place 

'  Trist  Orpheus  calmed,  What  harbouring 
'  Orestes  found  at  last,  What  wind 
1  Streaks  thin  the  wail  of  damned  wights : 
1  She  knows,  and,  knowing,  comfort  finds.' 

y     I  tore  her  tattered  ensign  down. 
1^     It  was  married  chastity. 

'  Small  Susan  died.  Who  mourn  for  her, 
1  Commit  her  name  to  the  plangent  air. 

*  Bespeak  the  ouzel  and  the  wren, 
1  The  halcyon  and  ptarmigan : 

1  These  the  undersong  divide, 

'  And  shrill  her  planh  along  the  sky.' 
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Jf     One  can  be  too  careful. 
Tfy    And  one  clear  call  for  me. 

The  altarboy  gapes  adenoids,  and 
Father  Considine  can't  bend 
Downward  from  the  loins,  or  up- 
Ward  from  the  loins:  the  Mass  is  a  gyp, 
The  bread  is  leaven !  the  chalice  dusty ! 
She  rests  in  peace,  gents;  don't  be  fussy. 

}f     I'm  sure  it  was  the  better  way. 
1^5     All  we  like  sheep. 

The  beard  is  wet,  and  wags  amain. 
Father  Considine  displays 
Fulgid  the  theophagic  Host. 
Mass  is  said.  Her  soul's  at  rest. 
Gentles,  your  prayers  to  ease  the  way : 
Small  Susan  shinnies  Peter's  gate. 

y     An  arcane  smile  dilutes  my  countenance. 
Jfy     A  novel  situation,  this. 

O  cdrefull  Verse!  her  light  is  gutted  — 

(Acridly,  teeth  on  edge,  prevent  her) 

O  heavie  Herse!  her  path's  be-nighted  — 

(Portal  of  lead :  and  enter,  enter, 

All  my  love!)  —  Sweet  whoreson  Death, 

Ev'n  now  I  top  her  in  your  bed! 

y     The  street  is  dark,  I  shall  stumble. 

1^     Sirs,  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting. 
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Caro  Verbum  Facta : 
The  Flesh  Made  Word 

If  light  were  all     If  the  warmth  of  this  little  light 
were  all  the  mouth  might  seek  or  the  flesh  know 

If  light  were  all     Or  if  this  fatal  bright 
thrust  of  the  thigh  were  light  and  warmth  also 

If  flesh  were  fair  only  as  flesh  is  fair 

or  eyes  confused  only  as  the  limbs  move 

Surely  our  riddle  of  girls  were  anywhere 
as  lightly  spelled  as  riddle  of  dolls-in-love 

—  Our  sawdust  blood  asks  nothing     We  who  ask 
ask  nothing     We  who  hear  in  the  sudden  drum 
within  us  only  the  jazz  of  marathon-dancers 
pumping  a  witless  tempo 

have  become 
calico  sphynxes  for  a  Saturday  masque : 

There  are  no  fortunes  and  no  answers. 
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The  Bust  in  the  Vestibule 


So  there  would  be  the  way  of  these  things:   Travel. 
You  travel.  You  know  the  alleys  then;  or,  alone 
walking  the  wood  at  noon, 

or  cycling  through  the  hot  Devon  fields  after  luncheon, 
or  at  dusk  maybe, 

penny  buns  and  jam  in  a  haystack  by  the  roadside, 

or,  turning  up  a  side  street 

in  New  York  or  London,  the 

flare  of  a  cigaret :  his  face  twists  back  to  meet 

your  face,  in  a  heartbeat,  in  a  raindrop  swift  on  your  forehead, 

strangely  cold,  strange, 

or,  his  name  is  called 
in  a  Kansas  town,  suddenly,  from  the  corner  drug-store, 
in  the  chime  of  ten,  casually,  in  a  chord, 

or  later,  or  very  late  that  night, 

we  registered  as  man  and  wife  at  the  Haarlem  House 

(a  huge  oldfashion  unclean  room  with  two  beds) 

and,  staring  out  from  the  limp  scrawl, 

his  eyes  blue  stone  in  the  desklamp : 

his  eyes  between  us  all  the  long  night, 
star  light,  star  bright, 
no  other  light 

(Did  you  know?  he  sailed  away  in  a  Dusenberg 

over  the  twilight  asphalt  Do  you 

remember?  and  left  me  furious  with  remorse 

for  having  delayed  him,  standing  there  in  my  vestibule 
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Do  you  believe?  or  where  he  is  now  or 

where  he  is  Do 

you  he  will  not  ever  come  back  for  me 

again  hope?  not  again,  not 

ever,  not  again) 

II 

Somewhere,  there  would  be  the  way  of  saying  these  things: 
this 
I  saw  him  just  last  night  at  MicheVs  this  He  was  so  young 

this 
He  was  standing  in  the  vestibule  only  tonight,  top-hat  and 

scarf: 
it  was  late:  the  scrubwomen  had  piled  all  the  chairs  up  on 

tables, 
rolled  aside  the  rugs;  he  looked  right  at  me,  said  nothing 
Somewhere,  somewhere  Not  here :  there  are  those  whom  thought 
Of  Cosgrove  hurts;  there,  his  death  swings 
Around  inward  around  channeling  the  hot  swirl  of  brains 
And  hearts  where  dancing  is, 
Piercing  throughly  cortices  of  marble,  here, 
And  eyes  of  stone :  till  the  stone  eyes  ache,  and  the  aching 
Thin  glaze  encyst  them  over,  the  small  nerve  stiffening: 

(O  Cosgrove 

in  the  Avenue  the  deft  Isottas  wheel 

south  under  twilight 

but  I 
remember  only  the  Seventy-Ninth-Street  throat, 
amazed  that  marble  was  flesh ) 

And  there, 
There,  they  will  say  Qood  night  Cosgrove,  Qood  night, 
And  only  a  girl's  voice,  only  a  fireside  story, 
Remember  that  we  have  suffered  much,  that  we 
must  go  to  bed,  since  he  is  dead 
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Since  the  annunciator  is  broken  downstairs,  since  the  'phone 
Is  out  of  order,  double-lock  the  door,  lock  each  window,  draw 
the  shades 

Qood  night  Cosgrove 

Carefully,  so :  Carefully,  redouble 

Partnership  in  what  really  must  have  been  quite  a  shock 

really. 
Say  that  Death  is  no  respecter  of  persons. 
Comment  that  his  wife  may  sleep  lonely  now 

(And  sleeping  dream  perchance, 

Somewhere :  of  what  places? ) 


III 

The  bust  of  Cosgrove  in  the  vestibule, 

nich'd  between  ranks  of  name-discs  and  pushbuttons, 

I  SAID  I  HAVE  COUSINS  IN  PARK  AVENUE 

repeats  stone-eyed  the  annunciator's  denial : 

OR  I  COULD  GO  TO  MY  AUNT's  IN  FIFTY-THIRD  STREET 

In  the  Avenue  the  smooth  Isottas  flow 
south  and  north  after  midnight.  Somewhere,  a  softer 
voice  at  a  drowsier  hearth  (somewhere,  darker 
than  this  dark  vestibule)  he  is  remembered.   .   . 

Of  Cosgrove  and  his  bust,  what  remains  now 

but  a  mouthful  of  ashes,  but  words,  but  a  girl's  crying 
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Alboradd  del  Insomne 

Us  ont  me  me  assassine  les  constellations 
—  G.  Apollinaire 

Also,  his  nights  are  troubled.     He  dreams 
Restlessly,  or  sleepless  hears 
The  creeping  lapse  of  moon  across 
East  wall  and  ceiling.     His  own  face 

Stares  at  him  from  the  door :  the  wordless 
Eyes  channel  his  brain,  disturbing 
The  narrow  ghost :  that  of  its  chamber 
The  secret  door  swings  dangerously 

Wide.     Beckoningly  his  thoughts 
Lead  out  the  prisoner  shadow,  draw 
It  thinly  through  his  mouth,  his  hair, 
Thinly  through  nostrils  and  stiff  eyes.   .   . 

Then  he  of  his  own  death  aware 
Hears  terribly  at  false  dawn  his  own 
Dead  giggle,  bursting  from  twisted 
Lips,  extinguish  all  the  stars. 
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Chant  Dissident 

J 'ai  cueilli  ce  brin  de  bruyere 
IS  automne  est  mortc  souviens-t' en 
Nous  ne  nous  verrons  plus  sur  terre 
Odeur  du  temps  brin  de  bruyere 
Et  souviens-toi  que  je  t' attends 

—  G.  Apollinaire 

I 

No  artifice  that  we  concentrate  words : 
For  love  of  dark  we  would  not  quench  the  sun. 
We  crib  ourselves :  we  are  ourselves  the  girds 
Of  this  distortion.     Here  is  dissonance  begun 
Within  protharmony,  no  less  that  laughter 
Muffles  the  perverse  clash. 

.   .   .  who  will  not  wash 
Our  hands  in  Madison  Square 
ov  yap  rjv  erepa  irais  So  y  ap.fi  pe  roiavra' 
Not  though  full  many  a  Jones  respire  there. 

This  is  our  arcane :  this  is  yours  alone : 

A  river  darkening  in  the  early  Spring, 

Death's  figured  tripsis,  just  the  grandest  thing 

You  ever  saw !  and  this  also  is  yours : 

The  amber  cadence  of  the  violin, 

The  silver-spiraling  canon,  J  S  Bach 

Is  simply  the  swankest  music.     Heavy  hours, 

Technic  the  recto,  innocence  obverse. 

Long  years  the  prelude  to  a  tea-verein. 

The  ping  of  a  snapp'd  gut;  the  toothful  grin 

Approves  the  anchovy,  God  enters  in 

The  sullen  flautist  squealing  to  rehearse : 

Not  fast  enough :  too  swell  for  words,  slow  down 

One  two  a  false  entrance  two  one  I'm  sorry 

Bursts  like  a  startled  chrysalis  two  lumps 
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Dal  segno  just  a  taste  don't  worry 
The  stain  will  fade  at  C  or  is  it  D? 
A  purple  gown 

Is  black  in  electric  one  two  I'm  awfully  sorry 
Really  I'm  dense  this  afternoon  another  cup 
For  Mrs.  now  the  coda  speed  it  up 
Reading  this  frightful  clef  you  might  as  well 
Have  lemon  bravo  bravo  that  was  swell ! 

II 

Lulukins,  kiddo,  this  alky  will  make  you  older, 

Older  than  what  you  was,  and  twicet  as  wise. 

Funny :  you  know  the  time  the  old  man  dies 

And  it  hits  me  right  between  the  eyes, 

And  I  almost  took  the  count,  like  as  if  I'd  croaked, 

Myself,  and  then  got  up  and  walked  around 

Deader  than  all  hell?     Well,  God,  they  wa'n't  a  sound 

Nerve  in  my  body  then;  I  felt  like  I  wasn't  here, 

But  gone  along  with  him. 

You  then :  the  fix'd  metonymy  of  my  being. 

There  was  a  guy  lived  under  me  one  time, 

And  he  was  always  half  shot,  what  with  dope 

And  lousy  gin;  and  oncet  he  bummed  a  dime 

From  me  as  I  was  coming  home.     A  welt 

Big  as  an  egg  half  shut  one  eye, 

His  mug  was  all  blood  and  his  clothes  was  ripped  to  hell, 

God  he  was  a  mess  he  was.     And  I  says  to  him,  Well, 

Who  won?  But  when  he  spoke 

I  seen  he  must  still  of  been  stewed,  because  all  he  says  was 

There  was  a  Rose :  I  lost  it :  I  must  die. 

I  laughed  to  split  a  gut.     You  should  of  seen 
That  god  damn  bum  bewail  the  epicene 
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Rose !     Him  with  a  Rose !     for  Christ's  sake,  all 

He  had  was  a  little  rosary  nailed  to  the  wall, 

And  that  was  bloody,  too,  where  he'd  butted  his  head. 

Nobody  asked  you  to,  dear  sir,  he  said. 

A670S  reXeios.     Greek.     The  Word  made  perfect.   .   . 

Ill 

Ipswich  sheathed  in  electric  ice.}  the  sting 

Of  northern  javelins,  the  slithering  clang 

Of  brass  in  cruciform,  the  stark  deathditch, 

Green  branches  on  the  cruel  snow  to  hide 

The  emptiness  prayed  down  to  the  worms  inside : 

In  exitu  Israel  de  Aegypto: 

Was  it  not  I?  (His  body  to  the  ground, 

Poor  old  greyhead!  Back  to  the  womb,  James.  Home. 

Lullay  my  unknown  love.) 

Did  I  not  know? 
The  north  wind  doth  blow. 
The  north  wind  doth  blow. 
Out  through  the  gate  the  slow  cortege  must  go, 
Three  Chryslers  and  a  jitney  in  a  row. 

Three  Chryslers :  and  my  splitting  head  upon  your  shoulder. 
And  a  jitney. 

.   .   .  Fire  is  argent :  thirty  tinsel  flames  once  hanged 

A  fool  and  spiked  another  to  a  tree. 

Twice  fifteen  flickering  darts  rain  down  from  higher 

Than  I  can  see,  than  you  can  reach,  and  we 

Invent  apocalyptic  tongues.  The  dire 

Chaos  of  a  new  Pentecost  dismays 


Our  Easter  innocence;  a  thousand  voices  raise 
Wrenched  alleluyas,  and  our  souls'  division 
Mocks  the  late  anastasis  of  decision. 

When  Israel  came  out  of  Egypt's  land 
The  flaming  shaft  in  your  transfigured  hand 
Splintered  the  stuttering  night  and  guided  home 
The  agonist  from  his  tomb. 

The  strings  are  the  heart's  impulse,  the  bow  is  fire. 

My  own  a  twelvemonth  past :  no  certainties 
Surer  of  what  will  be.  Our  stammering  dies 
Ultimately,  mine  in  you  and  yours  in  me : 
Can  we  say  This  is  all,  if  Liar  Liar 
Shouts  in  our  eyes? 
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Prerdphdelite  Encounter  with 
your  Qrdndfdther 


How  suavely  he  draws  me  on,  the  lean  old  man !  how  insistently 

His  polished  fingers,  sluicing  my  nerves,  persuade  me 

Whither  not  even  the  gruff  mutter  of  nearing  stars  can  deter 

My  dragging  feet !  Gravely  his  hands  catch  up 

The  force  which  from  my  brain  would  signal  down 

Stay  Stay,  to  deaf  motion.  He  has  taken  me  wholly, 

He  has  whelmed  me,  and  will  perform  I  think  unspeakably 

Upon  my  flesh  hereafter. 

You  remember  how 
He  accosted  us :  it  was  afternoon  Everywhere,  and,  '  That  is  he,' 
I  said,  '  the  loveliest  of  all.'  You  smiled,  and  said  '  The  tableau 
Demands :  left  pap  crushed  beneath  right  hand,  amorously,  — 

so. 
And  when  I  repeated  '  the  loveliest',  you  said:  '  His  pantaloons 
Become  this  particular  Beatrice  less  than  the  plum  gown,  which 

oddly 
Reveals  her  as  earthly  belly  breasts  and  body  — 
But  she,  of  course,  is  Philosophy :  how  charming  is 
Divine  Philosophy !  '  Then  I  cried  out,  '  Ah  you  must  believe 

this, 
You  must  always  believe  that  it  was  for  you,  for  you  most 
Of  all,  more  than  I  know,  or  can  dream:  else  we  are  lost  .  .  .' 
Nevertheless  you  will  go,'  you  said,  'with  the  old  guy,  with 

this 
Bleary  Stiggins,  this  loveliest  of  androgynes:  for  Messire  here,' 

you  said, 
'  Is,  I  suspect,  loveliest.  Which  you  have  mentioned.'  I  said  to 

you 
1  Would  you  have  me  know  you  into  tedium? '  And  to  him : 

1 1  have  waited 
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A  long  time;  let  us  go.'  —  He,  nothing. 

Thereafter 
There  was  such  awkwardness  as  inept  laughter 
Induces,  while  quietly  he  waved  you  back  from  me.  But  when 
I  caught  at  your  hand  (for  suddenly  I  was  cold,  desiring  also 
My  head  between  your  breasts,  the  warmth  of  your  arms  and 

knees 
Comforting  me),  his  breath  struck  between  us.  Twice  your  eyes 
Looked  Goodbye  to  me,  Goodbye  to  his  loneliness : 

(who  heard  again, 
As  long  since,  the  guns  of  Shiloh,  the  stillicide  of  dead  rain 
After  the  Wilderness,  the  long  silences  of  the  slain). 
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The  Angel  of  Qoodbye 

in  greying  rain  the  day  creeps  down  the  hill 
softer  than  sleep  in  the  slow  flowering  light 

Speak  Angel 

if  the  ceremented  will 
of  bulb  and  root  stirs  in  its  winter  night 

say  if  the  mole  strains  back  again  also 
from  the  remember'd  tedium  of  the  air 
or  if  the  ground  must  yield  up  life  to  grow 
infected  by  the  chill  that  held  it  there 

this  young  decay  of  april  this  corrosion 
of  bells  eating  the  innocence  of  God 
this  Lazarus  of  Easter  this  explosion 
of  wakening  seed  from  the  reluctant  sod 

These  are  yours  Angel ! 

Spring's  no  other  word 
than  End 

(than  So  long!  longingly  unheard 
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Couplets  for  the  Thirtieth  Year 

Comes  padding  in,  with  usual  power, 
the  usual  day,  the  usual  hour; 
books  and  teacups  attentively 
applaud  the  method  of  the  sky, 
but  Time's  insistence  sings  within 
the  belly  of  your  violin. 

Therefore  play  six  times  five.  The  strings 
are  sharpest  cure  for  time-struck  things : 
each  year,  each  day,  each  minute  lives 
of  the  impulse  that  your  music  gives. 
Play  then,  against  the  hours  that  fall, 
all  hours;  but  this  hour  last  of  all. 

Play  children's  dances  on  shadowy  lawns, 

the  early  white  of  summer  dawns; 

play  winter  afternoons  in  town, 

play  prayers,  play  London  Bridge  is  down, 

play  the  young  mystery  of  God, 

play  Dragon  and  Princess,  and  the  broad 

shields  of  All  Angels.   .   . 

Play  also 
the  later  musing,  the  feet  more  slow, 
the  sidelong  glance,  the  timid  hand, 
the  kiss  half  lost,  the  dreamlike  stand 
of  misty  stalks  in  the  twilight  field, 
slow  violence,  and  the  strange  first  yield 
of  tears,  dark  zyes  withdrawn  ashamed, 
the  voice  caught  back,  the  word  unnamed. 

(For  these  were  truth;  and  even  now 
their  fire  sings  in  your  curv'd  bow, 
more  true  than  newer  truth  of  faces 
that  walk  with  us  in  daily  places. ) 
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Play  then :  play  men  and  women,  all 
old  shadows  wavering  on  the  wall; 
the  days  and  nights  of  love  and  hate, 
and  those  whose  friendship  stayed  too  late; 
play  kindliness  that  a  word  betrayed, 
and  lust  by  a  careful  smile  dismayed, 
play  bedtime  kiss  and  drowsy  head, 
play  all  lost  lovers,  play  the  dead. 

And  this  be  all  your  music,  lest 
God  know  our  last  song  for  the  best, 
and,  hurrying  down,  the  laggard  night 
shroud  shining  song  and  singer  bright. 
For,  were  we  true  in  love  and  time, 
sleep  were  our  losing,  death  our  rhyme, 
earth  were  the  heavy  fashion  whence 
we'd  owe  a  curious  innocence. 
Then  ours  would  be  a  stranger  style, 
in  loveless  bed  a  lonely  while, 
our  bravery  of  afternoon 
forgotten,  and  the  desolate  moon 
drawn  by  the  dead  strings'  broken  cry : 
There  never  was  an  emptier  sky! 
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Sleepy  Driving 


Falling  asleep,  Mr.  Thanatos,  with  you  driving 

down  the  bright  road  in  the  afternoon  sun; 

sleepy  against  your  shoulder,  you  don't  mind,  driving 

down  to  Cousin  Polly's  and  her  cats, 

down,  back  to  Traveler  and  General  Lee, 

to  Galahad,  and  the  stuffed  Moose : 

(*  bleeding-heart,  acacia,  primrose  ' : 
the  violets  we  picked,  always  she  chose 
the  big  ones  for  table :  '  acacia,  bleeding- 
heart,  primrose  ' :  new  peppermints  in  ranks 
hardening  on  the  slab  in  the  kitchen  pantry 
(mustn't  go  near  them) :  she  said  '  Gardening's 
God's  kitchen  ',  she  said  '  Primrose, 
all  the  english  poets  have  mentioned  the  primrose.') 

...  to  Joel  the  warming-pan  leaning  against  the  hearth, 
Lord  Dexter's  fortunate  ladle,  to  Grand-Uncle  Frank's 
company,  first  in  the  Crater,  to  Old  Dog  Tray 
and  The  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill,  to  Aurora,  and  rows 
of  tatting-shuttles,  to  the  Works  of  Doctor  Garth : 

sleepy, 
sleepy  tired,  Mr.  Thanatos,  but  fond  of  you, 
falling  asleep  (good  night),  with  you,  devising 
petals  of  lips  and  eyes  (sleep  tight),  saying 
her  breasts  into  acacia,  bleeding-heart :  her  thighs 
are  morning-glory,  lilac  her  arms  and  knees, 
'  primrose  ' , 

and  after, 
Nothing  .   .   .   but  purring  wind  and  the  long  sun's  laughter 
sweeping  faithfully  down  the  sleepy  bright  road 
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to  Cousin  Polly  and  Joel  and  General  Lee 
(oh  to  General  Lee  and  all  clever  animals 
in  gentle  deft  cortege) 

into  sleep,  in  to 
sleepy  kisses  and  spring  and  the  primrose  you  say  is  home. 
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Retreat 


Once  more  the  crystal  whisper  of  canister  over 
ravines  of  jagg'd  grass,  the  forgotten  idiot  hold 
of  teeth  into  reddening  earth :  Shiloh :  the 
artillerist  thinned  in  the  drift  of  seventy  years 
sights  yet  with  stiff  eyes,  stands  to  the  lanyard,  cheers 
echoes  of  echo  still 

(Shiloh,  Cold 
Harbour,  Malvern  Hill.   .   .) 

Frailly 
hailing  down  from  shift  of  grey  above 
the  roofs,  frailly,  muttering  Remember, 
taps  that  deathlier  rain,  talks 
in  the  cold  thunder  of  your  arteries  locked 
under  December 

(Shiloh,  Malvern  Hill :  you, 
long  after  drum  and  rain,  you,  shored 
from  winter  in  sleepy  death,  you,  lover 
of  Purcell  and  the  warm  strings, 

you  beautiful  and  old. ) 
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Fifth  Anniversary 

Now  I  can  not  even  remember  you, 
here  at  your  hearth,  drowsing  in  your  chair, 
dreaming  you  out  of  silence  (old  winds  renew 
old  riddles:  wet  boughs  in  the  wind). 

Out  there, 
lonely  out  there,  you  too  —  tell  me,  is  your  door 
so  subtly  locked?  are  your  new  windows  barred? 
is  it  so  cold  in  your  house?  is  your 
bed,  like  mine,  so  loveless  now,  so  hard? 

The  worlds  revolve.  Sir  in  that  aftercold 
wandering,  drawn  by  dark  wind  and  star-motion, 
could  any  love  of  mine  touch  you,  then  old 
dreams  were  more  than  dream  or  dreaming-passion 
to  me,  frail  five-years-dead ! 

who  stare  away 
(poor  Ghost!)  the  long  night  and  the  longer  day. 
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Cath 


emerinon 


Sunrise :  she  woke  me  whispering,  '  It  is  day : 

We  must  be  early  if  we're  to  see 

Our  garden  drenched  with  dew;  and  we  must  be 

Wholly  in  love,  or  it  will  burn  away 

And  leave  us  hot  and  thirsty.  You  must  say 

Nothing;  only  hold  my  hand,  and  come  with  me: 

We  can  dress  after,  when  immediacy 

Points  from  the  sun  and  shames  us  to  obey.' 

Noon ;  and  her  cry  troubled  me :  '  Will  you  turn 
Inwards  only?  Shall  I  have  no  part 
In  the  formal  drama  of  your  heart? 
If  you  are  learned,  must  I  also  learn? 
There  was  a  time,  not  long,  when  the  frail  fern 
Traced  glory  in  your  brain,  until  a  dart 
Hurled  from  the  sun  and  with  a  warning  smart 
Struck  your  consented  mind  coldly  to  burn.' 

Sunset.  I  heard  her  murmur,  '  It's  too  late. 
It's  finished,  wide  morning  and  bright  dew. 
It  is  too  late  to  question  now,  or  sue 
For  such  another  dawn.  Or  chance,  or  fate : 
Here's  terminus  to  our  day;  and  you  may  wait 
For  ever,  and  never  know  the  garden  you 
Have  left  so  dead  was  ours  still  to  renew 
Marvelously,  and  always,  floreate.' 

I  have  sought  her  long  since :  it's  cold 

Under  the  stars  and  lonelier  than  under 

Ground  the  frozen  alleys  of  that  garden. 

I  shall  not  find  her,  though  the  stripped  stalks  harden 

Sheathed  in  dead  dew,  and  January  thunder 

Drum  far-off  warning  that  a  night  is  old. 
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Nclchtmusik 


Her  fingers  touch  the  long  strings :  a  wind 
moves  in  the  pinegrove  where  the  shadows  are 
a  wind  steals  in  from  the  garden :  stays  to  hear 
the  voice  of  her  fingers  on  the  fragile  strings 

(whose  voice.  I  know ) :  an  ancient  song :  before 
the  house  the  mirrored  candles  the  gleaming  wood 
the  delicate  hands :  new  voices  and  the  dead 
dead  fingers  young  upon  the  living  strings :  upon 

her  face  the  shadow  of  remembered  music 
(He  has  come  back :  his  tired  hands  guide 
her  fingers  on  the  strings :  his  beautiful  hands 
have  touched  her  quietly :  the  shadows  listen ) 
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This  Country  Kpad 
with  the  Engine  T^unning 


(.   .    .  tendebdntque  mdnus) 

.   .   .   and  whatever  it  is  I  am  content  to  sit  here  beside  you 
Holding  my  tongue  because  ineptitudes  are  so  easy  and 
Nothing  is  better  than  anything  at  all. 

1  You  make  it  all  so  clear.' 

Thank  you.  The  reason  I  did  not  just  now  mention  Fear 

Is  that  here  we  are,  you  here  and  I  there,  say, 

Suddenly  in  a  state  of  mind  (at  least  I  am  in  a  state  of  mind) 

Whose  Alone  is  as  furry  and  as  dense  as  a  dream-beast : 

You  may  touch  it,  stroke  it,  feed  it  your  heart  (if  you  like),  or 

Ignore  it.  I  can  do  nothing  but  fear  it. 

'  You  make  it  all  so  clear.' 

Thank  you.  Believe  me,  I  would  not  so  desperately  twist 
Your  fingers,  I  would  not  hurt  you  so,  if  I  thought  you  would 

leave  me. 
This  timidity  I  speak  of  is  suddenly  six-year-old, 
Bug-in-a-rug,  Tamoshanter  Cat,  cold  plaintive  piping 
Frog,  if  you  recall  your  St.  Nicholas.  It  is 

('But  I  don't.') 

the  sort  of  recession  that  psychiatrists 
Cry  sweetly  for :  ' '  You  are  sensual  (oh  I  don't  mean  it  in  the 
vulgar  sense)  and 
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Afraid  of  it.  Come  now:  Cat?"  —  Tail. 

"Rain?"  —  Vial. 

"Light?"  — Can 
Hear  now. 

4  Dream?  "  —  Oh  skurcely  skurcely  in  these  days. 

"Flame?"  — 
Twisting,  twisting. 

1  wisting? 

Yes,  unfortunately.  I  wish  you  would  kiss  me.  This 
Fingering  inter  flexion  of  Maybes,  of  What  ifs,  of  Why  nots  — 
Cathexis.  I  said,  "  I  fell  downstairs 

And  sprained  my  cathexis."  Several  laughs,  but  good  God 
What  are  they  paid  for?  I  might  as  well  have  said, 
'  Wrap  me  up  a  psychosis,  sell  it  to  Officer  Muldoon, 
Tell  it  by  moonlight —  " 

4  You  make  it  all  so  clear.' 

Thank  you.  Meanwhile  you  and  I  sit  here 
Parked  on  a  country  road  with  the  engine  running, 
Tasting  huge  silence.  The  way's  dark  going  tonight, 
Neither  of  us  can  rightly  say  we  shall  not  stumble, 
Somehow,  and  the  humbler  our  speech  the  more  sure  our  right 
To  reach  for  — 

4  For  what?  ' 

Pax.  I  have  been  saying  it  all  this  time, 

Prithee  peace,  I  have  choked  on  language,  broken 

God  knows  how  into  a  very  great  wilderness  of  dreaming, 

All  silent-seeming  .   .   . 

And  this  is  what  I  told  you  of  furry  loves  with  triangular  small 

faces 
In  cold  ascension. 
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All  the  places, 
The  stinking  jammed  wards,  the  clinical  couch,  the  long  wait 

at  noon, 
And  here,  the  dark  road  now,  tense,  instant,  suddenly  the 
Nearness  of  touching  the  suddensweet  nearness  of  you,  dearest 

Real  — 
You :  be  nearer. 

(  But  it  is  late,  and  very  still. 

You  have  not  spoken  a  word  for  an  hour  or  more. 

Come :  we  must  go  back  .   .   . ' 

(ripae  ulterioris  dmore  .   .   .) 
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Pastoral  Poem 

Corydon 

Ah  that  we,  Maecenas,  in  our  faint  ways 

Have  touched,  most  passionate!,  each  other's  brains, 

Maecenas 
Scorpions  in  'em. 

Corydon 
Lank'd  the  lean  day  down  westward, 

Maecenas 
Odi  puer  apparatus  I  hate  boy  yr  apparatus. 

Corydon 

Who  are  you  that  hate?  I'm  a  golden  fish: 

My  father  caught  a  dream  of  gilt,  drew  me 

Under  into  my  wave: 

Element  of  superstition,  most  foul 

Undinism :  anyhow,  most 

Improvident. 

Maecenas 

The  drugstore  lamps  have  no  access  here :  much 
That  we  see  is  not  at  all. 


Coh 


en 


Step  right  up : 
No  rain-checks,  children,  needed  for  this  good  show. 
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Kallimdchos:   Two  Dedications 

i 

Of  a  Tragic  Mask,  to  the  Muses 

Praying  for  learning 

Simos  the  son  of  Mikkos  dedicates  me 
to  the  Muses :  they  in  return  for  a  small  gift  granting  a  great : 
and  so  I  lean  yawning  against  this  Samian  T  on  the  school- 
room wall 
a  Dionysos  of  Tragedy 

hearing  the  little  boys  recite 
My  hair  is  holy: 

'telling  me  my  own  dream' 

II 
Of  a  Lamp,  to  Serapis 

Her  golden  lamp  with  its  flaming  twenty  wicks 
to  thee  O  Serapis  God  of  Kanopos 
Kallistion  daughter  of  Kritias  dedicates : 

This  was  the  vow  she  made  for  her  child  Apellis : 

But  thou  O  God :   look  on  my  glory 

and  thou  shalt  cry 
O  Evening  Star  how  art  thou  fallen  from  Heaven! 
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Seven  Clinical  Orations 

i 

A  True  History  of  the  Conquest  of  the  Truth 

When  I  read  by  Doctor  Hanns  Sachs  that  Caliban  was  a  fish 

And  that  fish  is  the  symbol  of  Amity  Grotto 

Dewdrop  Inn 
Love's  Labour's  Lipp'd, 

Alors,  my  enfants,  I  looked  up : 

And  there, 

There, 

Suddently,  bejaysus,  I  seen  Heaven  delighting  them  cold  rooks. 

II 
They  Call  Muh  '  Carpenter  ' :  A  Love  Poem 

Mole-skin  Mole-skin  where  have  you  been? 
I've  been  to  Boston  to  see  the  Governor. 

Tooth-skin  Tooth-skin  whujja  do  there? 

She  wrapped  my  blue  scarf  (J  August,  Cambridge) 
About  the  electric  light  bulbs 
Because  I  wanted  (cV  God  loquitur) 
But  not  too  much,  enough  to  see  only : 

Scorch'd, 

Never  knew  glass  cd  without  breaking,  but 

4  bulbs  pricking  down  from  my  ceiling, 

Or  as  if  a  cow  in  the  attic  had  got  her  udders  stuck. 
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Ill 

Experience  in  a  Coal-Bin:  A  True  Relation 

So  we  went  upstairs  and  sat  in  the  steeple. 
Steeple  had  whiskers  like  J.  Greenleaf  Whittier. 
Riddle  me  this. 

Above  us  stars  scooped  banana-shaped  shavings. 
Moon  drooped  limplike  Harvard  Club  Poetry. 
Eructavit  cor  meum. 

In  jamm'd  trams  they're  coming  over  from  Scollay. 
They  say  their  youth's  crackled  6V  gone  up  the  flue. 
Consider  cows. 

Night  is  a  shearing-off  of  whispered  pretences. 
Kisses  squeak  underneath  on  the  grey  garden  path. 
Day  is  a  dream  of  falling. 

Tell  me  I  love  you. 

IV 

What  the  Sea  Fowl  Yelped  as  she  Sat  on  the  Shore 
Seulette,  seulette,  seulette. 
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V 


Proserpina  to  the  Underworld  &  Yoicks  the  Day 
is  Fine 

1  Gloria,'  they  said, 

1  if  you  won't  consider  yrself, 

'  consider  yr  aging  parents,'  they 

said. 

They  said, 
'  Console  yrself  nightly  c  such  gentle  dreams 
of  insufficiency,  streaming 
as  the  hand  listeth,  as  the  band 
twisteth. 

Bethink  yrself,'  they 
said,  '  Gloria.' 

Gloria's  a  pretty  name. 
So  is  Mayme. 
Kit  is. 

VI 

Conversion,  Senores,  is  the  Polarization  of  Energy 

Little  Lucy  Lossiter, 

that  laughterloving  girl, 

glurk'd  like  a  pea-hen  when  tapped  from  behind. 

Query: 

It  was  because  she  dreamed  of  parkerhouse  rolls. 

Answer: 

Do  you  think  there's  aught  in  this  bun-buttering  business? 

(exit  blubber  d 
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VII 


A.  Janissary  on  a  Jaguary:  Pure  Poetry 

Matthew  Mark  cV  Colleen  Bawn 
Batter  the  bed  that  I  lie  on 

14  Angels  at  my  head 

A  drawn  sword  when  I'm  half  dead 

15  Devils  at  my  feet 
Quincy  Christ  my  soul  to  meet 

Newer  arms  and  legs  unknown 
Crisper  curls  and  hips  of  stone 

Foggier  head 

fun-fevered  brain 

Give  her  the  gun  boys  she's  in  pain 
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Extra!  Popular  Comedienne 
Drops  Dead 

Then  the  Villain  bashed  Small  Susan,  our  ingenue, 
With  the  property  blackjack  (it  folded  over  her  head) : 
She  crumpled,  dropped  soggily  where  the  spotlight  shed 
A  bright  blot  on  the  boards.     There,  arms  askew, 
Legs  brittly  dissident,  lifeless  she  lay  while  the  red 
Horns  wailed,  drums  thumped  her  exit,  and  the  jagvoiced 

crew  — 
Audience  deadheads  stagehands  ushers  —  flew 
Into  applause.      '  Authentic,'  the  critics  said, 

And  rose  to  go.      '  Good  theatre,'  they  said;  and  went, 
Careless  of  the  last  act. 

—  But  when  the  curtain  fell 
And  the  lights  blared  up,  the  bulbous  Oppenheim, 
Angel  and  author,  compassionately  bent 
Above  the  blank  dead  face.      '  Ah,  what  the  hell,' 
He  wept,  '  what  the  hell!  they  knew  it,  all  the  time.' 
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(C 


Yd  se  van  los  pastores" 


Lady,  the  shepherds  have  all  gone 

To  Extremadura,  taking  their  sheep  with  them, 

Their  musical  instruments  also,  their  singing: 
We  shall  not  see  them  again. 

Therefore  bring  lute,  flute,  or  other  melodious  machine, 
And  we  shall  sit  under  this  plane-tree  and  perform  upon  it. 

There  is  no  help  for  it :  use  your  eyes : 

The  shepherds,  Lady,  have  gone  into  Extremadura, 
Eastward,  into  sunrise. 
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T{itournelle  as  November 
Night-I{ain 

Compassionate,  so  no  man  question  it, 

with  scintillant  thronged  glass  and  collonade, 

the  City  glows  between  the  shrouded  hills 

and  the  harbour  where  level  riding-lights  are  swinging. 

Amber  and  red  and  green :  so  graciously 

the  lamps  change  and  melt,  green,  amber,  red! 

and  the  wet  pavement,  streaming, 

burns  with  enchanted  garnet-stain  on  asphalt. 

Who  turns  from  the  quay  and  faces  the  soft  rain, 

who  traces  the  range  of  lights  from  the  waterfront 

to  the  crystal  Plaza,  to  the  patios 

on  the  knolled  fringe  of  the  town,  to  the  still 

palms  where  his  house  is  grey  and  russet: 

who  walks  so,  eyes  lifted,  face  to  the  rain, 

thinks  in  the  lover  invisibly  walking  with  him : 

Here  is  your  gate,  turn  in.  You  have  not  been  far. 

She  waits  here,  turning  page  after  blinded  page, 

whose  hair  is  liquid  gold  on  the  amorous  pillow, 

comb  and  clasp  of  bone,  fragile  ivory  symbols 

threading  a  flood  of  gold  white  into  amber. 

Unpurse  your  full  tongue,  richly  defy 

this  bright  thunder;  in  the  forgiving  spasm, 

precisely  between  lamp-sphere  and  icy  dark, 

go  in  to  her,  pour  into  her  the  solving 

nights  wept  for,  and  languish  a  short  season: 

hold  her  fast,  question  her,  test  her  pity. 

You  have  not  outgrown  these  things:  remark. 

the  surgence  of  april  tenderness  where  once  you  scourged 
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green  warmth  with  Fall:  and  the  rain  came,  and  immortally 
springing,  a  fresh  compassion. 

Stranger,  unwanted, 
go  in,  unwanted,  lie  down  with  her,  merge,  and  sleep. 
This  rain  of  November,  November-rain  s  erasure. 

(.   .   .  and  he  had  worn  no  other  face  than  this, 

this  corrugation,  parchment  of  all  the  nights 

wept  for,  hard  with  static  disfiguring 

of  error.  Believe  him,  he  had  worn 

no  other  heart  than  this  heart,  credibly  thin, 

whose  chancel  cracks  in  thin  rain  of  November, 

whose  frozen  changeling  choirs  mutely  cry 

Requiem  requiem  at  the  year's  end : 

'  Birds'  dreams  in  amber  of  our  dead  lectuaries     .   .   . ) 

So  quietly  the  colours  change,  so  sweetly, 

amber,  and  red,  and  green,  he  had  thought  no  motion 

other  than  imagined  motion  of  the  veiled  stars 

stirred  in  that  night.  Each  consenting  patio 

soft  in  sliding  rain,  each  doorway 

noiseless  as  birds'  thinking;  and  pools  of  garnet 

where  the  wheels  pass,  gently 

through  amber,  red,  and  green,  to  the  harbour  lamps, 

rain,  and  a  fog  sifting  the  sudden  quays: 

compassionate,  so  no  man  question  it. 
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Ad  Complctorium 


Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 

Of  travail  and  the  heavy  laden  hours 

soft  soft  the  sliding  mist  drops  down 

and  curls  about  the  skeleton  of  things : 

enamel'd  day,  blind  patina  of  night, 

my  spent  lamp  shreds 

gaunt  wraiths  of  hidden  sight :  I  lay  me  down 

to  sleep. 

I  pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  \eep 

From  the  ghost  of  me,  from  the  long  shadow 

striking  chill  inward,  from 

crazy  burr  and  posture  of  false  me,  the 

will  to  be  hurt,  the  self-loss,  the  lenses 

cracked  by  his  other  hand  of  mine : 

from  my  Hell  and  my  Fiend  also,  my  soul 

to  keep. 

If  I  should  die  before  I  wake  — 

But  there  are  surer  things :  choke  it  out 

spew  it  out,  I  fear  no  unreal  attack. 

Breast  the  wave,  Christian :  but  if  all  your  whirlpools 

go  over  my  head  —  tell  me  then,  There  is  time  to  renew  force, 

to  light  my  lamp  again, 

stripped  of  this  Vile  beneath  the  Pleiades,  if  I  should  die 

before  I  wake. 

I  pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  take 

Quietly  to  rest. 

Motionless  O  soul  on  the  rising  sea  of  silence  borne 
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beyond  the  shadow  of  the  jetty,  beyond  the  friendly  spark  on 

the  point,  beyond  the  noisy  rocks,  the 
fat  seals    and  the   bobbing   lobster-spindles,   far  away   from 

the  courtesying  town,  the  voices  jabbing  the  air  this  way 

and  that  way : 
East  always,  crest  into  the  East,  humble  no  more,  with  the 

plunging  waves  dashing  and  flashing  against  the  dawn, 
new  vivid  strong  before  the  wind  caroling  the  morning  for 

ever  unfolding  as  iris  from  iris  reflects  the  fire  of  the  huge 

revolving  sun :  I  pray  the  Lord 
my  soul  to  take. 
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